ALONG  THE  ROAD

glaucous hills, blackly reflected in the shining"
blue water.

1 should have painted the scene if I had knbwn
how. It was exceedingly beautiful Beautiful
and dramatic too. The mind delights in violent
contrasts. Birmingham is frightful enough where
it is, its body in Warwickshire and its sooty ten-
tacles stretching out across the undulating land
into Stafford. But set it down in Sicily or on the
shores of Lago Maggiore and its frightfulness
becomes at once more painfully apparent. In
Warwickshire it is a full-length sermon on civil-
ization, but one sleeps through sermons. Beside
the Mediterranean it becomes the most bitingly
memorable of epigrams. Moreover, the actual
Birmingham of Warwickshire is too large to be
taken in as a whole. This single piece of black-
ness between the blue sky and the blue sea was
compactly symbolic. And because the sky and
the grass were still visible all round it, the contest
between industrialism and the natural beauties
of the earth was much more vividly realized than
where, as in the great towns of the north, in-
dustrialism has completely triumphed and one is
not even aware of the existence of what has been
conquered.

We stood for a long time, watching the smoke
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